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The story starts out slow 
with a feeling that the 
editor mix-matched the 
pages but then again this 
is from Emil’s hand- 
scribbled notes on well- 
worn paper that he stole 
from the hotel lobby and 
this is the way he wrote it 
back then and so, the 
complaints need to be 
forwarded to him! 
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What can | say other than 
those times were and what 
all of our kind Chinese 
Friends frequently use as 
a 1,000-year-old curse; a 
request, a well proven 
petition to God, himself, for 
your utter generation's 
damnation to be 
“Living in Interesting Times.” 

And, such a time it was! 


"Quietly, the world went 
on with its business 
without a thought or 


care to our passing 
through..." 


- Emil 2022 
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Seine is right on point about 
those lost years but, not so 
much because of the fact 
that those were extremely 
interesting time but more 
so for things that | am still 
forbidden to talk openingly 
about and large parts of this 
story have been redacted to 
protect people who (for the 
greater part) no longer walk 
amongst us. 


Ae 
v , 
se 


Got your attention??? 
They taught us that over at 
the Columbia School of 
Journalism (The Home 
Study Course) to actively 
utilize such “Dramatic 


Hooks’ to get all of them 
rubes interested to shell out 
their hard-earned quarters 

to buy your book down at 

the Ben Franklin “Five & 
Dime” Magazine and 
Bargain Book Rack. 
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“Now that you are here...sit 
on down and hear a tale... 
a tale of a faithful trip 
aboard this tiny (little) ship.” 


WAIT! 


OK! Yes! You're right. 
| might have stolen that line 
from the theme song to 
“Gilligan's Island” but | 
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| believe that the word 
“stolen” is a tad bit too 
harish and | would kindly 
offer a suggestion that the 
more proper word would be 
“borrowed’ or better yet... 
| might agree to the deed of 
having openingly “sampled” 
a somewhat small section 
of the tune that is populated 
by common (every day) 
words or phrases that any 
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court would be very hard- 
pressed to attempt to trial 
me for little-alone convict 
me of or that is what 
WWWG6's Legal Beagle Miss 
Kimie advised me (well- 
worth the $25 consulting 
fee that she charged me). 
She is a great gal who 
| must admit that her advise 
has kept me on this side of 
more than a few jail cells 
due to the natural 
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misunderstanding(s) that do 
often arise during the 
course of the ever present 
economic relates of our 
extensive Hobo Touring and 
the 3™¢ World’s belief that all 
Gringos are like super rich. 
While my intro was a 
classic Columbia School 
standard; there is more 
than a bit of sorted truth(s) 
towards my claim of the 
heavy hand of faceless 
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governmental clerks heavily 

armed with their industrial- 

strength black ink markers 
to interfere with my keen 
desire to share this true 
tale - which would have 


been much more interesting 
and maybe, insightful to 
gaining a better 
understanding of the true 
history of the past 100- 
years and had they not 
descended down upon me 
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in a whirlwind tornado 
turning all of my hand- 
written notes into a series 
of completely blacked out 
pages smelling of the oily 
residue of marker ink 
(seems that there is no 
economical “Green” version 
of industrial marker ink and 
you could tell that this 
greatly troubled them 
greatly due to the carbon- 
based fumes that they 


Te 
i 


\, i q 


( 
oo) Go ia i i 
a Th i 


Sept 
Br Coton ss ed uence 


had just released with this 
massive redaction of my 
hand-copied notes from the 
story’s original records 
borrowed from files that 
| had discovered (by some 


weird chance) in what 
seemed to be an abandon 
(it appeared to be at the 
time although, | was taken 
back by the great deal of 
effort it took to break the 
various cabinet locks)... 
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down in the bottom of the 
secret basement of the 
State Department's new 
Records Annex Complex 
outside/underneath the 
Denver Airport (the actual 
where's and why’s Is a very 
long story in which | have 
been advised by Miss 
Kimmie that the statue of 
limitations has not 
expired...So, | will leave that 
intel for another time). 


It is like the Great Wanda 
had previously attempted to 
school all of us (the rubes 
or be known throughout the 
Multiverse for being like the 
most under-educated 


humanoids), that it was 
what we most often mistook 


as mere random, odd and 
unrelated events that we 
often glance over as we 
read the “Headline (click 
bait) News” can and do turn 
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out to be the opening act for 
some of our history’s most 
shattering events...events 
that forever change the 
world and which will only 
be clearly appreciated 


further down the road or 
worse yet, realized by your 
children or even their kids 
whose only comment is 
“What were you all 
thinking...drinking???” 
These are the events that 
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will be taught to future 
generations by some 
middle-age, Ex-Wookie 
Teacher (who will tell them 
in great, painful, semi- 
truthful interpretation of 
detail as to where they 
were on that faithful day 
and even launch into a 
merry, extended tale as to 
what they were doing as the 
event was going down) in 
some future zoom history 


zoom history class in what 
used to be called Omaha 
Beach Front City. 
My classic example that 
| often fond of quoting is 30 
June 1934 and how a almost 


unreported (at the time by 

the Western Press) murder 
of some middle-age, gay 

German dude directly lead 
to the Great War (Part 2). 

Don't have time to go into 
all that now...look it up! 
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Realizing that | am NOT 
making much sense and 
this is already page #34 
filled with false flags but, 
don't blame me as all of my 
neat “connect-the-dots’ that 
| had purposely planned to 
fill this page were washed 
away in a sea of oily black 
marker ink and under threat 
of an extended stay-over in 
one of the many refurbished 
and redecorated FEMA 
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Training Camps (like the 
now famous Camp Mit out in 
the desert wilds of the 
former US State of Utah) if 
| even thought to try 
unscrambling these marked 
up pages to try and make 
any sense of this all. 
Having spent time in 
strikingly similar type of 
venue which was run by my 
little buddies in the Hong 
Kong Branch of the CCP’s 
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original franchise branch of 
their world-renown “Mind” 
Police Re-Education 
Centers and/or an 
additional (short) stay- 
overs at various, related 
transit camps going/coming 
for my six week, FREE 
complimentary course to 
change me from an evil 
hooligan deviant into a 
proper and productive 
denizen; | would rather not 


repeat that experience as 
| mostly fear that the 
Amerikan FEMA Camps will 
not be as much fun as my 
CCP Buddies made that 
experience and re- 
education will simply turn 


into nothing more than 16- 
hour days of forced labor 
assembling imitation Nike 
Sneakers for the all those 
silent workers of the Great 
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American Industrial 
Heartland over in Western 
China Inc. 

Stop, think about all this 
nonsense over trying to tell 
you a good story of 


something that happened 
almost 100-years-ago and 
how totally bent out of 
shape some people of “non- 
standing’ are over trying to 
ensure that the grail of the 
truth is never known. 


Let me just stop to say that 
it isn’t like | am trying to sell 
any of you our nation’s 
greatest secrets like the 
Seven Herbs and Spices of 
KFC’s Chicken or even the 


formula to Coco-Cola. 
Still, from the Belly of the 
Deep State they send 
snorting hordes of PC 
Wookie Zombies to descend 
upon me in near Trumpster- 
level(s) of intimidation over 
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what should be just a 
interesting sidebar in the 
show trial of Truth. 
Sometimes, things turn out 
differently than we first 
intended and without any 
judgement, things are what 
they are and the smart 
money says to “Let it slip!” 
| think Brother Trotsky said 
that in Mexico City in the 
very morning that a couple 
of made-men knocked on 
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his door and asked to speak 
with him in private... 
Did Stalin really make that 
call to take him out? 
| was well on my way to 
finishing this new book until 


| got into a weird discussion 
as to the merit of a recent 
author who determined that 
if our dear Brother Trotsky 
had not been Jewish; he 
would have easily beat 
Stalin as many of the party's 
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central elite had issue with 
Stalin's Georgian Origins... 
My thought was that Stalin 
would have still won out 
due to his extensive Jesuit- 
like training as a youth. 
| fear that this turned bitter 
and | may have lost an 
internet friend (2???) as here 
in the Wildlands of the 
Internet where Georgie 
Bushee's mantra of "YA 
either with us or you ain't!" 
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is the norm instead of the 
uncommon exception... 
As the ancient Sony CD 
Boombox loudly proclaims: 
"You can't chop your Poppa 
up in Massachusetts." 


YES INDEED! 


You can't Little Sister Lizzy! 
(No this isn't a Mighty MAGA 
KING slide at Lizzy Warren) 
Different Lizzy...regardless 
of the case you just made 
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comparing her to the song's 
Lizzy Borden... 
| will leave that at that! 


30 September1922 
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| went seeking wisdom... 
a word or two to learn the 
secret(s) of life and all 
| was told: 
“Have you forgotten the 
restraining order?” 


- Emil 2022 


The greatest sin of my 
granddaddy's generation 
was to let the greedy 
corporate, robber baron 
gangsters, who controlled 
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their world’s economy, 
convince my granddaddy 
and all the other trusting 
rubes to believe that Mister 
Tesla was some kind of 
Buck Rogers mad scientist... 
What we will never know in 
any true detail was to what 
level those robber barons 
actually listened to him 
then, how much they really 
took notices and how many 
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of “next-generation” great 
scientific advancements for 
their own private (off the 
books) research or how 
much they hauled away to 
the nearest landfill upon 


Mister Tesla’s death to 
preserve their economic 
stranglehold on the world 
in-between the great wars. 
| will not even to attempt to 
offer speculation on all the 
whistleblower’s tales about 
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vast underground cities, a 
trillion dollar (USD) secret 
space program and their 
need to financially 
underwrite numerous off- 
world colonies or even as to 
what DARPA spends its 
billions of dollars of black 
project monies on, yearly... 
But, there is a lot of loose 
talk...ugly rumors, common 
sense doubts and | am sure 
more than a few False Flag 
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events sprinkled in the 
corporate media to prep us 
for the coming “Alien 
Invasion” that Herr Dockor 
Von Braun jokingly warned 
us would come after the 
cold war and shortly after 
the war on terror fizzles out 
with a war weary public; he 
told us that this will be a 
Hollywood blockbuster 
“Wag-the-Dog’ series of 
events that will finance the 
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Military Industrial Complex... 
the “We need a good war to 
get richer” think tanks and 
money hungry political 
standing in long lines to get 
their fair piece of the Great 
American “Apple Pie’ 
pyramid scheme. 
Sometimes, | think that 
many of this crew might 
actually be secret 
graduates of the Columbia 
School of Journalism in that 
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they have mastered the 
creative power of “fear 
porn” hooks that the great 
newspapers of the 19¢ 
Century used to take us to 
War in Cuba not to mention 
the preludes to the first 


great industrial war that a 
few of us old-timers who by 
some grace of Old Lady 
Luck survived the killing 
fields of Verdun and the 
poppy fields of the Flanders. 
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Like the old man use to say 
before that Kraut Snipper 
sent him to an early, 
unmarked grave next to the 
trench he died in: 
"Been there...Done that!” 
While to this new age, itis a 
thread-worn slogan used by 
old men sitting out on that 
empty park bench and what 
is often used by 
this generation's scarry 
cats who are too lazy to get 
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with the new program while 
spending their lost days 
endlessly watching repeat 
episodes of “I Spy.” 
| will only add that by 
calmly accepting the self- 
proclaimed "God given 
right" of those robber 
barons and their cadre of 
the greedy; my granddaddy 
and his fellow rubes threw 
away the true new world 
that Mister Tesla had 


promised to give us for 
FREE and sentenced all of 
the coming generations with 
the promise from our 
overlords to an bleak 
eternity of serfdom and 


indentured servitude to 
what Senor Mussolini called 
“Corporatism” (he said this 
was the original name of his 
Fascist Movement but was 
changed due to the fear of 
hurting the sensibilities of 
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his corporate and banking 
funders as it hit too close to 

home with them) or as we 
teach the new generation of 

semi-literate worker bee 
graduates of our famed 
public schools: 

“The New Social Reset and 

Social Order’ 

Far too many generations 
too late to matter now even 
if Time Travel was not just a 

lazy, dramatic hook that 
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sells a lot of books but, as 
the Great Wanda has taught 
us about the scientific 
realities of the multiverse it 
is actually impossible 
because time is a fake 
invention designed to 
control the first children of 
humanity as we toiled away 
in the great gold mines ina 
prehistoric Southern Africa 
and due to the establish 
physics that the past, 
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present and even the future 
co-exist in the same space 
while seeming not to be due 
to variation in our own 
(collective) magnetic, 
harmonic frequency 
resonate. 
Complicated theories that 
| have explored in much 
detail in prior editions of 
this journal while not to be 
confused with the released 
“Forbidden” History of the 


Great Boy King by that 
former student dropout of 
the Alexandrian Mystery 
School (Steven Martino) 
...on this day in VHT's edition 

of “Forbidden History.” 


I'm going to bed...like, later! 
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SEE WHAT'S BECOME 


In the end, Wanda (as she 
always was) had great 
sense of inner wisdom, a 
library card to the Great 
Akashic Records in good 


standing and because of all 
this; she had dutifully 
forewarned me back ages 
ago to just “let it go!” for she 
explained that | was going 
to be dealing with powers 
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way beyond my paygrade 
and no matter how much 
| suffer (in the end) the 
result will always remain 
unchanged and the truth 
will remain forever lost. 
Her educated opinion on 
this matter was for me to 
gleefully accept whatever 
the overlord’s variation(s) of 
“What Is truth?’ 
She advanced the notion 
that | should (without 
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hesitation) volunteer to 
swallow their “blue” pill 
and go on to live a well- 
balanced life with one of Ms. 
Fang-Fang’s cousins just 
like my old school chum 
Eric S. 

“Nothing awaits a dead 
prophet whose writing will 
never make the cut at the 
Bold New Reset’s own 
version of the Council of 
Nicaea in 2028 where all of 
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this age’s books will be 
collected into the rewriting 
of their own history of the 
Dawn of the Great Social 
Reset and the foundation of 
the People’s Republic of 


Amerika... So! You should 
cut your losses now, rebuild 
your social credit score 
from a negative 10,000 point 
and go with the flow, 
Bubba!” 

To establish a baseline of 
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the power of those for who 
she had warned me of; 
today, | received a rather 
odd call from an equally 
odd, scary robotic-voiced 
caller that suggested that if 


was interested in ever 
seeing my dog alive again... 
| should immediately drop 
this current book as “NO 
one really cares about 
some odd event that 
happened in rural China 


back in 1922...” 


OF COURSE! 


Who wouldn't want to see 
their dog alive, well and 
then it dawned on me: 


“| don't have a dog...not 
since | was a wee youngster 
lad...” 

Seems that they got me 
confused with my neighbors 
and their mean, killer hound 
dog which may well be one 
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of the few dogs that | could 
live the rest of my life 
without needing to see like 
ever again... 
Why, you ask? 
Let me just say that this evil 


hound was the fowl 
creature who successfully 
Robin Hooded my brand 
new Olympus Camera that 
the UPS Guy had just left on 
my doorstep and he greedily 
ate the whole package; 
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camera and all - then, to 
make matters worse 
still..the neighbors called 
and demanded that | pay 
their vet bill for having to 
pump that damn dog's 


stomach for what remained 
of my beautiful 12-40mm 
Pro lens and UPS took the 
hound’s side (Corporate Dog 
Diversity and Anti-Dog 
Racism ya know!) when 
they sent me a nasty email 


30 Septi 
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that totally blamed me too 
while (without a stutter) 
denying my claim for the 
postal insurance! 
So, | made a proper note of 
that and told them the 


whole sordid tale before | 
got to my main point that 
they could well keep him if 
they wanted as he wasn't 
my dog and at the other end 
of this strange conversation 
there was a long pause and 
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then, | heard someone 
mumbling “Damn!” before 
they hung up. 
Hearing the news that the 
killer hound was not much 
longer for this world 
brought a smile and | had a 
vivid vision where a couple 
of Deep State Made-Men 
were driving this damn 
mean hound dog out to the 
river to have dinner with a 
group of hungry 
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then, | heard someone 
gators...and, | thought to 
myself “It might be a good 
day after all!” 
So...There you have it all 
with a near blow-for-blow 
Reader's Digest version 
(Large Senior Print Edition) 
of the difficult(s) that the 
Great Wanda had foretold 
and maybe, she is right that 
| should leave it all to far 
future historian and middle 
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age high school History 
Teachers to sort through 
the details as nothing that 
| can do will set things right 
as no one shall know of the 

shit storm that originated 


on 30 September 1922 in 
a small forest temple 
quietly overlooking the 
Yellow River. 
No one will be able to stop 
what that day set into 
motion or prevent the 


coming events from 
unfolding even though the 
Great Wanda always taught 
us that there is no future 
divorced from the 


“HERE AND NOW.” 


She often schooled us on 
this basic point that it is the 
present that will create the 

future and thus alter the 
timeline for Mining Colony 

Earth 2 and this was my 
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motivation and if | must 
sacrifice a killer hound dog 
or two...then; it was my duty 
to humanity to raise my 
voice and cry from out of 
my canceled wilderness a 


warning fitting that of 
Cassandra's dire warning to 
her father (the King of Troy) 
about that sneaky little 
vagabond Ulysses. 
That had been my sole 
intent trying to blanket 
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every BBS Bulletin Board 

and e-bomb every AOL E- 

mail account on this very 
issue, today with my desire 
to openingly rally the bold 
and the brave to the cause 


of putting a monkey wrench 
into the dead past’s attempt 
to control our coming future 
from way back in 1922. 
Common sense would say 
that this is impossible and 
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that | might be having 
flashbacks due to my recent 
consumption of a tad too 
much freebasing of my 
secret Curry Pancake Mix 
before a proper lunch. 


DR. BROWN IS THAT YOU? 
Please let me be clear and 
to say that | have never 
doubted anything that 
Wanda ever told me as she 
has access to the unlimited 
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bandwidth plan with the 
Great Akashic Records - 
which is similar in many 
ways to our internet mixed 
with the Encyclopedia 
Britannica but minus all 
legions of PC Wookie TWIT 
Warriors who fearlessly 
form into mighty “Cancel” 
Hordes roaming the land or 
who man the barricades to 
the Golden Gates of the 
Great Firewall and the 
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the spiteful Intel Agencies 
who are now almost the 
single source of corporate 
financing for the old-time 
press media’s (after AOL 
forced a good deal of them 
into near bankruptcy back 
in the early 1990's with the 
collapse of their main 
business model funding 
based on retail ad revenue) 
non-stop fear porn, false 
flag 24/7 Breaking News. 
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After Wanda recalibrated 
her harmonic frequency 
modulation back to her own 
multiverse level (there are 
12 levels) and just faded 
from our ability to see her; 
| continued my studies with 
my friend Steven Martino 
from the Alexandra School 
of Mystery until he created 
such a scandal when he 
improperly released one of 
their most closely held 
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secrets on the "Forbidden" 
History of the Great Boy 
King to the Saturday 
Evening Post (or was it the 
Washington Post?) and was 
forced to leave after he was 
made to return his multi- 
colored car coat and 
matching key chain. 
With this, the worst part for 
me was that this canceled 
his junior membership card 
to the Great Akashic 
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Records Reading Room - 
which had allowed him to 
check out two records ata 
time with no late fee fines 
applied; which meant that 
| was shut out of any hope 


of gaining enlightenment or 
ever being able to work 
towards the Multiverse 
“Day” Pass Tour that Wanda 
had once promised me. 
Not sure what happened to 
Steven but, | did read that 
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he had tried to open up an 
avant-garde “Trans-Gender 
Reading Room in Tehran 
a short while ago. 
| hope him success! 
It was right after that, by 


accident, | stumbled across 
a new source of alternative 
research where they 
contended Time Travel was 
real and possible given the 
reality that you were well- 
healed (like a trust fund 
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baby) to gain direct access 
to American-made sports 
cars and a mini-nuclear 
fusion reactor to generate 
that massive amount(s) of 
electrical power (1.2 Gig-A- 
Wats) need to bust through 
the time barriers of the 
ultra-space’s ether. 
Seems that there is an odd 
professor who had devoted 
his life and family’s 
extended, legacy robber 
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baron fortune to create a 
device that he called a Flux 
Copastor - which was the 
machinery that drove the 
actual time circuits. 

It was hard to tell or discern 
the actual truth of this from 
the research journals that 
he left behind after he 
disappeared and | was 
troubled by follow ups on 
this and the gnawing feeling 
that many had or feared 
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that he might have gone to 
join that killer hound dog for 
a late-night snack out at 
Gator Point down by the 
river. 


“WHAT A RIP!’ 


| was starting to feel 
catfished by some rogue 
“click bait” mob seeking to 
generate great wealth in 
some kind of pay-to-play 
schematic scam. 
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Then, by chance, | found a 
social media posting solely 
dedicated to his trusty 
traveling companion; a dog 
by the name...well | forget 
now...but, this gave me hope 


that not even your evilest, 
mad scientist would desert 
his own dog...like even 
Hitler loved his dogs. 
With this hope, | have 
devoted a great deal of the 
pocket money that | had 
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earned from these Hobo 
Tours to locating 


Doctor E. Brown 


With the excellent research 
tools on “Find Any One Dot 
Com "| was able to track 
the hermit, recluse 
professor first to a trailer 
park outside Barstow and 
then to a public park in 
Tulsa (that is a city in the 
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With a slightly authorized 
borrowing of a WWWG 
Credit Debit Corporate Card; 
| booked a first-class ticket 
to Tulsa and its grand and 
spacious International 
Airport where there are like 
two Starbucks in the pre- 
security terminals which 
is rather impressive! 
| could have taken the bus 
or the airport shuttle but 
thought “What the Heck!” 
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you only live once and since 
this wasn't like real money... 
at least not my money... 
| thought that to book a full, 
deluxe stretch limo if for no 
other reason than to 
convince the old doc that 
| was a high roller from 
out-of-town with deep 
pockets to fund his further 
quantum research. 
Sitting alone in the park 
while it seemed that he was 
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having a robust discussion 

with the gathered cadre of 
fat pigeons that looked to 
hang on his every word... 
At first, the sight of him 
surrounded by a sea of 


birds threw me as | started 
to fear that | had found 
doctor Doolittle instead of 
the world-famous 
Old Doc Brown. 
| took a deep breath to 
muster up courage to boldly 


ti 


go where | had never gone 
before by walking up to a 
total stranger in a public 
park and start a random 
conversation like | was 
from the Narc Squad. 


“| need your help in going 
back to the year 1922” | said 
to the elderly man sitting on 

the park bench and then 
added “Dr. Brown it is you - 

isn’t it?” 
Not even looking up he 
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mumbled a large and 
extended string of rather 
obscene words that | am 
not allowed to repeat here 
but, the jest of his point 
seemed to be that | am not 
the first to confuse him with 
great Dr. E. Brown - the 
developer of the first 
stylish, functional time 
vortex machine. 
Not to be thrown off my 
immediate task which was 
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a need to go back to 1922 
and | made some lame 
excuse as to my need to 
reshoot many of the photos 
| made in a little village 
overlooking the Yellow 


River and added a string of 
senseless details like | had 
made them with old trusty 
Nikon film camera and 
wrongly used ASA 400 film 
(even though ASA 400 film 
wasn't invited until the 


middle 1970's. 
Listening with patience, he 
rose slowly and then turned 
back to me and peed on my 
Nike Cross-trainers. 
Yes! | should have been mad 


but, | figured that he must 
be having a bad day of being 
confronted by any number 
of time greedy fools 
wanting to use his 
wondrous time machine for 
always self-serving and 
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selfish reasons. 


|GET IT! 1 DO! 


It isn’t like... wanted to go 
back and kill Hitler while he 
was just a little, near- 


homeless and failed artist 
(which | can identify with 
that part of his story). 
| decided to cut him some 
slack but | knew that | 
needed to outwardly show 
him that | was different than 
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all those other near- 
homeless, failed artists who 
were begging usage of his 
machine...| was following 
him all about the park until 
the cop (that he called) told 


me to back off and go sleep 
it off...or go to jail! 

“Yes, Sir! Officer Sir, | will 

do that! You know .../ama 
Veteran, right?” 
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Emil West 
I'm just a corporate sharecropper, the poor artist at the wrong end of the money stick! 
www.facebook.com/emil.west.5249 
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